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|N THE BITTER YEARS OF THE LATE I860'S,THE 
GREAT STATE OF TEXAS, BYTHE LONG RIO GRANDE, 
LAY PANTING FROM ITS EFFORT IN THE CIVIL WAR. 
ITS CULTURE AND WEALTH, CENTERED IN THE RICH 
FLATLANDS AND CITIES OF ITS EASTERN PART.WERE 
STAG6ERIN6 FROM ITS LOSSES IN MEN AND MONEY. 
BUTTHE INDOMITABLE SPIRIT OF ITS PEOPLE WAS 
RAISING ITS EYES". ALREADY LOOKING FOR NEW 
COUNTRY IN WHICH TO BEGIN A NEW LIFE— LOOKING 
WEST TOWARDS NEW HORIZONS OF HOPE AND 
OPPORTUNITY--AND DANGER! WEST TO THE FERTILE 
MEADOWS BEYOND THE MOUNTAIN RANGES TO THE 
INDIAN COUNTRY AND THE LAWLESS FRONTIER 
LANDS WEST OFTHE PECOSf 
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PECOS SMITH, FOR SUCH WAS THE 
RIDER'S NAME, SLOWED HIS 
HORSE TO A WALK, AND 
LOOKED ABOUT HIM. 
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WELL, I RECKON THAT'S 
THE PLACE FOR ME 
* TOO. THANKS, BUB 




THAT'S RIGHT. ] 
HAVEN'T SEEN ) 
YOU SINCE I < 
HELPED THE \ 
COLONEL FIND 
THE RIVER /• 
THAT DAY YOU \ 
WERE LOST IN \ 
THE FOOTHILLS 






IT S ALLTHAT MISTER V SO THIS \ 

i BREEN SAWTELL'S DOIN'- \ SAWTELL 

-\ HE EVEN HADTHECOLONELlt PULLED A < 

' KILLED. I KNOWS THAT. \ PHONY ' 

THE COLONEL HE WOULDN'T INJUN RAID, 

SELL OUTTO SAWTELL. /[EH- 





THE NEAT LITTLE 
RANCH HOUSE 
APPEALED TO PECOS. 
AFTER YEARS OF 
SADDLE BUiUUm, 
THE YOUNG COWBOY 
LIKED THE CLEAN 
COMFORT OF THE 
PLACE. 




SO TERRtLL LAMBETH 
HAD A PARTNER, 
AND UNDER THE 
CAPABLE HANDS OF 
PECOS SMITH THE 
LITTLE RANCH BEGAN 
TO GROW AGAIN. 
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YOU SEE, I WAS W0RK1N' FOR THE 
HEftLDS AT THE TIME — TRAILIN' 
RUSTLERSMOSTL.Y, 
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AN' ONE DAY I COME IN OFF ATRAILIN 1 1 
PARTY TO FIND A GUY NAMED SAWTELL, 
BROTHER TOTHIS BREENSAWTELL OF 
YOURS, WAITING FOR ME. [■■'* 
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YOU'RE PECOS \/SAWTELL, YOU'RE MAKIN' 
[ SMITH, AIN'TCHA-?)^ A MISTAKE — THIS MAN — 



SHETUPT YOU 
KNOW A COUPLE 
OF HOMBRES-- 
ADAMS AND 
WILLIAMS ': 



YEAH, I RODE 
WITH THEM FOR 
FELIPE'S RANCH. 
WHAT ABOUT IT?, 




( WELL, IF EVER A 

1 MAN DROVE ANOTHER 
v TO KILL HIM, HE DID. 




f WHAT YOU 

I MEAN, PECOS? 


/its no use.billTN; 

[ i'll have to leave 
„ v here now. i'd , 
\ ( only cause you j 

J { TROUBLE IF I r^ 
' \ DIDNT. ^J ; 
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lf£U, tT&t&N'T T4f(£ 
IONS TO G£fTH£IR 
S/P£ Of IT. 





I HOBBLED THE HORSES IN A 
L ITTL E DRAW — THEN- 1 CL IMBED 
UP MIGHTY CAREFUL . - - AMD I 
SOT AH EYEFUL .' 




IT WAS A NECKTIE PARTY FOR 
TWO MEH,AND THEY'D ALREADY 
HONG ONE OF THEM." IT 
WAS WILLIAMS." 












W TILL THEM INJUNS CAME 
m RIDING DOWN TO THE LOWER 

END OF THE PR AW, AND 

THEN 
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Z REALLY PUMPED LEAD INTO flBfflffi 
W» ff£0 DEVILS— FAST AS HUtH 
IOOULD FIRE I POURED IT IN. f^Ll 
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AN' EVERY SNOT 

WAS A HIT. I OOULDN'f 
M/SS FROM THAT 
RAN6E AND THEY 
COULDN'T SEEM TO 
HIT ME 





FINALLY THEDE 
YYAS ONLY TWO '■ 
LEFT AND THEY 
■ ' TURNED TAIL AND 
SKEDADDLED. 
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LEFT OF THAT 
NECKTIE PARTY 
THEN, BUT 
EVERY ONE 
OF THEM WAS 
DEAD. 
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f'MM BADUlWr HE'S \ 




1 KNOCKED OFFT C'MON, /■■■-■ 




K 8 0% SWIM f yir' 
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:/ outcoldt c'mon.boy, \ 
you'll have to tow 1 

a BOTHOFUSIN — SWIM / 
: V. BOY » ,y 
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AND THEN, AS PECOS STRUGGLEO UP 
THE STEEP INCLINE WITH TERRILL'S 

INERT FORM IN HIS ARMS, HE BECAME 

AWARE OF HER SECRET ', 





5AWTELL-' OH NO, 
IT CAN'T BE' QUICK 
SAMBO, I HAVE TO 
GET DRESSED. 




TERRILL WAS NONE ; 
TOO SOON, FOR JUST 
AS SHE FINISHED, 
SAWTELL AND ANOTHER 
RIDER GALLOPED UP. 


1'" 


~^V~- 




i 


r 






N 


Hlf 




5S*% ^B : ~ :: 




^^l«BKb 








""^^SS^L"^ 


ir^s 




-JE5^iC*4v^~ I 


l *sy 




■•MS™— JW** „mi± —E 









HOWDY, BUB T 


)/ SHERIFF? I NEVEfiN 

SAW HIM BEFORE. , 

> WHAT DOES HE / 

\ WANT? _J 
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|WELL,I DON'T KNOW, ""v/wHAT?" WHAT ARE ^ 
SAWTELL. LIKE HE SAYSMYOU ORIVELIN'ABOUT 
I WE AIN'T GOT A WARRANT. / A WARRANT FOR? WHO'S 
ITOSTOP US? THE A 



NOW, BOSS, TAKE IT \f 
.EASY-- l\ 


SO HE'S a sheriff/Y 

EH— AND HE CALLS 
YOU BOSS " J 
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YOU RE A ROTTEN 
LfAR— WHERE'S 
TERRILL? IF YOU 
HURT THAT KID — .' 




WELL LAWSY, I GUESS 
MISS TERRILL AIN'T GONNA 
BE MARSE TERRILL NO MORE,)/ G'WAN,WHAT 
HE, HE, HE. rJ\ SHE GONNA BE 

NOW" 




she's gonna be \ 
MRS. PECOS smitht r 
THAT'S WHAT I JUST 
HEARD r J 


7 WELL, AIN'T > 
I THAT NlCErM 
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GUITAR CEOONIN BLUES 

by C.WILE5 HALLOCK 

When yo're out huntin" strays for the roundup 

on a range sorta strange and new, 
and it's 'longto'rd night- not a soul in sight 

'ceptin' only yore hoss and you - 
when yo're stewin' yore grub on a campfire, 

and yo're spreadin' yore bed beside, 
with no walls nor doors 'ceptin' all outdoors" 

yo're alone - clean alone, inside f 



O, THE PINES LOOK SO GRIM AND MOURNFUL; 

AND YO'RE GRIM - AND YO'RE MOURNFUL.TOO; 
AND A COYOTE HOWLS, AND YOU HEAR HOOT OWLS~ 

YOU COULD DIE.YO'RE SO DOGGONE BLUE T 
BUT IT AIN'T NEAR SO BAO AS IT SEEMS LIKE, 

IF YO'RE SMART LIKE OLD COWMEN ARE; 
'CAUSE YOU KNOWS SOME TUNES EVERY COWMAN CROONS. 

AND YOU HAULS OUT YORE OLD GUITAR. 



Then you strums in the dancin' firelight 

and you lifts up yore voice and sings: 
such as old black joe, casey jones, swing low, 

la palomey, juaniter, white wings . . . 
yep, yore danged old guitar is a comfort 

in the night when yo're feelin' strange, 
till yore bronc gits sore at the grand uproar, 

and you chase him all over the range f 
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